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tion of the great warrior delivered more clearly, more
brilliantly, more vividly. The almost involuntary
outpouring of his eloquence was a wonderful product
of poetic enthusiasm. As he ended he called to him
the son of the dead hero.

It is certain that had Scharnhorst been present
in the flesh he would have rejoiced immeasurably
in the turn affairs had taken. The links of the
great iron chain that was to surround Napoleon
were rapidly forging and Bliicher was there to see
that the ends joined.